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ITHE: MIDDLE TEMPLE MURDER

A Detective Story by J. 8. Fletcher

&%ﬂ‘!‘o’in.ﬁf?h’;ﬁmﬂfn ‘Iﬁﬂ; Co.

 mentioned that he had had a son
"H who was dead, and was now with -
out rel

ations. He lived & very qulet,
life on the sheop-farm, naver
ring it for mADY yenrs, About nix
e ths ago, bowever, he pald & visit to
o urne, and on returning told Robert-
that he had decided to return to
“md {n consequence of some news
hud recoived, and must therefore
v hia share in the farm, Robertson
bt jt from him for three thousand

e :a., and Marbury shortly afterward
:: for Melbourne,  ¥rom what we
ald gather, Iobertson thinks Mar-
2 was probably in command of five
six thousand when he left Coolum-
2 . He told Robertson that he had
man in Melbourne who had given

e ll:lﬂ\’l that surprised him, but did
ot sy whet newd. He had in his
. ssion whon he left tobertson ex-
the luggnge he brought with him
pe came—n #tout portmanteau
square leather box, There

o effects of his left bebind at
Mumhid‘eﬂ."

' 's all,” said Spargo, laying
gh.iﬁlr’:tt of the telegrams on the table.
iAnd it seems to me to signify a good
gl But pow here's more startiing

+. This is from Rathbury, the Scot-
m Yard detective that I. told you
Quarterpage—he promised,
me posted in what
ence. FHere's what

getly
when
sud o smnl 1y

of, Mr.

you know, to kee
went on in my a

#i
bo, 84 «h evidence tending to inerimi-

ties have decided to arrest him on
:::;{i(:i(m. You'd better hurry back
{t you want materinl for tomorrow's

P or.
-gpugn threw that telegram - down,
too, waited while the old gentleman
glanced ut both of them with evident
curfosity, and then jumped up.
"Weil. 1 shall have to go, Mr.
rterpuge,”’ he said. *'1 looked the
traing out this morning €0 as to be in
repdiness, I can eateh the 1.20 to
Paddington—that'll get me in before
4180 I've @n hour wet, Now,
thera's another moan I want to see in
Market Mileaster. That's the photog-
mpher—or a  photographer. You re-
member I told you of the otograph
faund with the silver tickét? Waell,
I'm calenlating that that photograph
was taken here, and I want to see the
man who took it—if he's alive and 1
ean find him,''
Mr. Quarterpage rose and put on his

At
“There's only one photographer in
this town, sir,’" he said, *‘and

Cooper. 1'll take you to him—it's only
8 few doors away.'"

Spargo wasted no time in letting the
ﬁhnf.o:rnnher know what he wanted,

o put n direct question to Mr. Cooper
—an elderly man.,

‘Do you remember takiog a photo-
graph of the child of John Maitland,
the bank manuger, wome twenty or
twenty-one years ago?"’ he asked, nfter
Mr. Ouarterpage had introduced him
a8 8 gentleman from London who
wanted to usk b few questions,

"Quite well, sir,"" replied Mr,

per.  “‘As well as if it had been
resterday,’

“In you gtill happen to have a copy
it asked Spargo. o

But Mr. Cooper had aiready tuvned
to & row of file albums. He took down
poe lubeled 1801, and began to scarch its
ages. In a ‘minute or two he laid 1t
bo his table before his callers,

“"There you are, sir,"* he
“That's the child!"*
Spargo gave one glance at the pho-
}“ aph and turned to Mr, Quarternage,

ust a8 I thonght,”” he said. *‘That's
the same photograph we found in the
leather box with the silver ticket. I'm
obliged to you, Mr. Clooper. Now,

soid,

o nsk. Did you ever gupply any further
roples of this photogranh to anybody
sfter the Maitland affajr 7—that is, of-
t{'r“t‘hr [rfmlly had left the town?"

8.
mpplied half a dozen copies to Miss
Hn)"I{-'_. the child's nunt, who, as a mat-
ter of fact,
vhotogruphed,
#ddress, too,”" ho continued, heginning
1 turn over another file. *‘I have It
wmenliere, '

?Ir. Quarterpage nudged Spargo.

ﬂo-n'ﬂ'."l}n' remarked. **As I told you,
sha'd disappeared from Brighton when

H T
"Here you are,'

said Mr. Coopor,

ta Miss Bavlis in April, 1805,

pate Aylmore bas come to hand, Au- !

he's |
been bere for & good many years-—,

brovght him hers to he !

ﬂquirl»:~_ wore made after Maitland's |

T went six copies of that photograph |
Her ad- |

dress was thon 0 Chicester Hquare,
Bayswater, W." i .

pargo rapldly wrote this address
dowr, thanked the photographer for his
courtesy, and went out with Mr, Quar-
terpage. In the sirest he turned to the
old gontleman with n emile,

“"Well, I don't think there's much
doubt ambout that!. he exelaimed,
Maitland and Marbury are the same
man, Mr, Quarterpnge., I'm ns cer-
tain of that os that I sees your Town
Hall there."’
¢ "J?m‘i’ :‘hntqmilllyou do next, ale?'’
1ire r. Quarterpage.
mn'l‘hank you-—an [ d:——!m' all your
kindness and assistance, and get to
town by this 1:20,'' replied Bpargo.
““And T shan't fail to let you know how
things go on."’

"One moment,'’ sald the old gentle-
mun, as Bpargo was hurrying aw-{.
‘o you think thisn Me, Aylmore really
murdered Maltland?'' 2

“Nol" nnswered Spargo with ‘em-
phasle,  “T don't And I think we've
got n good denl to do before we find
out who did."’

Bpargo purposcly let the Marbury
case drop out of his mind durinr his
inurney to town, He ate & hearty lunch
n the train and talked with his nelgh:
bors ; it was a relief to let his mind and
attention turn to something else than
the theme which had occupled it un-
coasingly for s0 many days, Dut at
Reading the npewspaper boys were
shouting the news of the arrest of a
memher of Parlinment, and Spargo,
glancing out of the window, caught
sight of & newapaper placard:

Tha Marbury Murder Caze
Arrest of Mr. Aylmore

He snatched a paper from a boy as the
train moved out and, unfolding it, found
o mere announcement in the space re-
werved for otop-press news:

“‘Mr. Btephen Ayimore, M. P., was
arrested nt two o'clock this afternoon.
on his way to the House of Commons,
on a charge of bei:l; concerned in the
murder of. John Marbury in Middle
Temple Lane on the night of Jupe 21st
last, It is understood he will ba brought
up at Bow street at 10 o'clock tomor-
row morning,"’

Spargo hurricd % New Scotland Yard
e goon as he reached Paddington, He
met Rathbury coming away from his

room. At sight of him, the detective
turned back,
“Well, #a there you are!" he said.

“I suppose you've heard the nows
Spargo nodded as be dreopped into a

rir,
“What led to it?" he asked nbruptly.
“There must have been something."’

““There was something,'" he replied.
“T'he thing—stick, bludgeon, whatever
you like to ecall it, some foreign article
—with which Maybury was struck down
wits found last night.’'

“Well?'"' usked Spargo,

“‘It was proved to be Aylmore's prop-
erty,”" answered Rathbury., “'It was a
South Ameriean curlo that he had in
his rooms in Fountain Court,''

“Whete was it found?'' arked Spargo.

Rathbury Inughed.

“He was u clumsy fellow who did
it, whether he was Aylmore or whoever
he was!'' he replied. ‘Do you know,
it had been dropped into a uwnr-!m? in
Middle Temple Lane—actually! Der-
haps the murderer thought it would be
washed out into the Thames and float
away. But, of course, it was bound to
come to light. A sewer man found it
yesterday evening, and it was quickly
recognized by the woman who eleans up
for Aylmora as having been in his rooms
ever since she knew them.''

““What does Aylmore say about it?"’
arked Spargo. “'I suppose he's said
something 7'

‘‘Says that the bludgeon is certainly
his, and that he brought it from South
America with him," aonounced Rath-
bury, ‘‘but that he doesn't remember
seeing it in his rooms for some time,
n:rl thinks that it was stolen from
them.,"'

“Um!" sald Bpargo, musingly. '‘But

ch

P —how do you know that was the thin
there's Just one more question 1 want | that Marbury was struek down with?’

Rathbury smiled grimly, .
“"There's some of his bair on it—

| mixed with blood,”" he answered. *'No
i | doubt about that. Well—anything come
replied the photographer, *‘I|of your jaunt westward?'’ )

“Yen," replied § lmﬂ. “Lots!""
“(iood?'"' asked Rathbury.
“Extra good, I've found out who

And I enn glve you hee | Marbury really was."

“No! Really?"
““No doubt, to my mind. 1'm certain
| B

desk,

Rathbury sat down at his

That's something I couldn't have|watching Spargo with rapt attention.

“And who was he?'' he asked,
““John Maitland, once of Market
Milcaster," rveplied Spargo. SR
bank manager, Also ex-conviet.”
“x-conviet!’’

(CONTINUED MONDAY)

DREAMLAND ADVENTURES
| “JUDITH, THE FAIR DAMSEL"

By DADDY

_

(Peggy and Billy are in Movieland,
where  Farmer  Sirongarm puts
Ornokied Nasc and Giant Fierce Fangs
fo four tests to aee if they are worthy
t0 vood his daughtor, Judith. Crooked

ove meets three of the tests.)”

CHAPTER VI

Family of Kings
MEMER STRONGARM was so up-
) set when he found that Crooked Nose
i met the third test by solling him
fomething lie didn't want that he forgot
ﬂfr”!hm:: his nap.
Hoity-toity, that wus the time I
I?l ll]n worst of the bargain,”' he
frumbled.  “"You upe mmarter than 1

E:"‘."M But, smart as you are, you
t:l:ulolnhw the fourth test, and so you

win my consent to your marriage

&EMT‘! daughter Judith, the fair
this,

Baying handed

u;:nhmj_h‘nne the fourth packet, which,
Phin being opened, waw found to hold
8 meysnge ;

"Wealth in your
Rl ¥ purse to buy a dozen

m‘”ﬁ‘iﬂ your veins from a line of fine

kings ;

These must vou have

m daughters churms,
!!E“HN::; you bave cre che wedding

’ K.

hc]’.‘rﬂ_ﬂk--d Nosa read the message mlond
ave KEY, Billy and Judith and then
,FA;-' ory of dismay,

b ";In_- ull my hopes have been vain,
o While I huve passed three of the
s, the fourth seems beyond me.'

e 1nit‘_F-!n|t:," to be sure it is,"" de-
m:'l‘! Firmer Strongarm, *‘for though
imku&ru 4 fine appearing lad, you don't
nnd ':”Iﬂukh You had wealth in your
fh ¢ to buy a’dozen farms nor blood

our veins from & line of fine kings.

sy RORE, and let me get my nap, '’
m.éléi why should my son begone?'
- ¢ n shrill voice, and there,
Fas on the shoulder of Giant Flerce
l“lﬁ;" Was Belinda, the cook, 'I'he

“'ill‘mlnt?me up all unnoticed io the

"Betuuse 1
e weeks to wed my

il:: h;:"'- and the youth sho wing her
buy o l‘""t have wealth fu his purse to
from o en farms and blood in his veins
" line of flup kings.'

hlt:tm" Croaked Nose sighed as if his

the farmer

to match my

wou'd break '
tla; s ak, and Judith, the fai
h-::]";'ﬂ“'d us if her heart wonld

Billy sighed in

Bmpah l"ll!hnnd

with them,
itda

the
L

I am Belinda, the cook, and this s
my boy,"” she declared.

“Hoity-toity, I want to
yawned Farmer Stroogarm,

‘*And my son and I “ome from a line
of fine kin |olnﬁnawu back to Brian
Boru,” added Belinda.

‘‘Hoity-toity, you don't say 0,
snid Farmer Strongarm, jumping to
his feet mnd taking off his hiat. '‘Then
your son passes the second hnlf of the
fourth test, but how sbout the other
half? Has he wealth,in his purse to
buy a dozen farms?'’

“He w1l have it when I get my
wages,"' answered Belinda, the cook,
and she took a firm hold on the ear of
Ginnt Fierce Fongs,

‘‘Hoity-toity, a cook ecouldn’t earn
snough to buy a dozen farms,'' srgued
Farmer Strongarm.

“Couldn’t she now!'" gaid Relinda
saucily, **For twenty years 1 have
cooked for this rich giant and wot a
cent has he paid me of my wages at
$30 a week, ut he I8 golng to pay me
pow,' and she gave the ear of Giant
Fierce Fangs a twist that brought the
tears to his eyes.

*“To be sure I am,"" howled Fierce

tleep,”

Faogs. *'I'll write you a check at once.
““And at compound interest,'' sald
Belinda.

*“Yes, and a Christmas present of
850 & year,'' howled the giant, anxious
to have Belinda lot go his ear.

“Figure that up, please,'" sald Be-
linda to Farmer Strongarm.

Parmer Strongarm hadn't figured
long befors he jumped to his feet und
held out his arms to Crooked Nose and
Judith, the falr damsel.

"It will take me half a day to figure
all this uwp at compound interest,” he
cried, “'but 1 can see now that you'll
have wore than epough in your purse
to buy & dosen furms. You have met
every test, my bof Take bher, and
mn_jz you be happy!

hen there was rejoicing and merry-
making, and in the midst of it ¥
found herself going back bome as fast
an she bad come to Movieland. But
befors she went out of sight -h‘e eaught
one last glimpse of Crooked Nose and
Judith. q‘hey were holding tightly to
each other, while Red B
tion-picture maker, was excitedly
cranking away at his camera,

“Hurrah! Hurrah!" came Red
Beard's voice faintly from the distance,
“This will make a dandy photoplay !
And Peggy thought so too,

—

(Neat week P
#pring visit to B

eard, the mo-

ys an carly

PUBLIC LEDG R—PHITLA
THE GUMPS—Nouw, See What You Did

OPE~ SME WON'T

EVENING

By Stdney Sm

WELL~ WHY TN
DICKENS DIDNT Yau
ME | WAS

(= ]] "
LR

N,
ICANT GET UP

PETEY —Always Tell the Truth

OH PeTey DE
ASN T THAT WONDER ~
UL OF THE OFFICE To
WIRE You Th STAN
ANOTHER MONTH

= AFTER ME¥TING THAY
Miss Plikkew NESTERDAN
\ SENY A PAkE TELEcRAM
FRom Te orFice TEWLIWG
ME To STAY ANOTHER
MONTH ~~ SOME LITNLE
BEAN ~ou SAID

X

- AN —HUM ~
MABEL — WHERE
IS Your FRiIENMD

Mss FLikker—
\ Havew'T Ayl
HE= Topay:

- WHY, SNE
LEFT PALM BEACKH
LAST MIGHT— S

& A .‘\/oiz

The Young Lady Across the Way PATHETIC FIGURES

By EDWINA

“¢ 10s Toe BAD THAT
NoNE OF You HAVE ANY
IDEA WHERE HE ‘IS ——
WE WANTED To TAKE
HIM ALONG To THE

“THE YouNGSTER WHO

SAW HIS FokKsS COMING AND
RAN AND HID FoR FEAR oF
BEING TokD To GO HOME.

The young lady uacross the way
eays sorme of her father's business
competitors sell their stock at £100
a share and pay only 0 per cent on
roud to say that he's

that he can afford
to pay 8 per cent on his and mell it
helow par at that.

SOMEBODY’S STENOG—Yes, He Probably Has a Sweetheart

{ GosH T CANT GeT
OVER IT. BE-MAGIAE
| THAT PooR Loye
‘| SIck ANTIPUE
N LOVE WITH
A PHoTo oOF
THE GREAT

|, DICK CARVEL

=5 ot

e et

Copyright. 1020, by Public Ladger Co,

" OH LETS GoTo THE B
"FITZ _OLD HiD -sMORE

HOWT BUCKWHEAT!
HARD LINES OALY
HAVIN' A PHOTO’
TO FOANDLE!
WELL, CAM ,WHERE
Do WE EAT 7

How ABOUT‘DELQas" :

FoR LUANCH DEAR?

PRACICAL,

0, by the Bel| S)mdicate, Ino

By Chas. MecManus

THERES GOIN TO
1 BE A BIG

1 MASQUERADE
BALL AT THE
HALL TONIGHT

NEITHER HAVE W
BUT IMm GOIN' JUST

LETS SKATE ARE YOUL ID LIKE TOGO
H

-nr.?r(g' THE BIG

BOYS ANDGIRLS

ALL RIGHT
ANY THING
TO PLEASE
YOU DOROTHY

SOME THIN G

GOoT NO
COSTUME

QETTER COME TooO
FOR A COSTUME

WE CAN SLIP ON
ANY OLD THING




